PATCHWORK                                          "B"
of milk had not been forgotten while I was away. I
forgot to tell anybody about it, but E. must have
seen to it himself, for there the little man was, just
finishing his breakfast when I got into the house:
then he slipped off, running in his stealthy, busy
little way into the long grass. I like to have him.
about, ugly though he be, because he's such a good
protection against cobras, and because he has a nice,
commonplace, domestic appearance, so unlike most
Indian creatures.
I don't know whether it is a male or a female; but
I hope it may be a female, so that one day she may
lead a neat little line of baby mongeese up on to the
verandah to share the saucer of milk.
I always think of them as the hedgehogs of Indian
gardens, and hedgehogs love to parade the garden,
with a string of young trotting sedately behind.
A note from D------and a basket of fruit wel-
comed my arrival home. Very kind of him. All his
notes begin in the same way: "Dear Madam,
herewith a few fresh fruits which I hope you will be
good enough to accept." I must remember to send
him some "fresh fruits," but I'm afraid they'll have
to be vegetables.
The cook told me to-day that a blue jay had built
its nest in the cook-house chimney. I think that
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